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HOME AGAIN! 


A! the end of February, 1940, four тет- 

bers of Toc H, with the badge of the 
Lamp of Maintenance, seen for the first time 
on a uniform, on cap and tunic, set foot in 
France, and began prospecting for the best 
place, or places, in which to plant Talbot 
House for the men of the new B.E.F. This 
advance party was led by Rex Calkin, 
General Secretary of Toc H; its other mem- 
bers consisted of Pat Leonard (Rector of Hat- 
field, for manv years Administrative Padre 
of Toc H), Reg Staton (Warden of Southamp- 
ton Services ( um) and Grahame Hamilton, 
a verv old member known to his friends as 
“Тһе Dean.’ After helping greatly to esta- 
blish a House at Lille and laying the founda- 
tions of a second venture at Douai, Pat and 
‘The Dean’ had to come home. Soon after 
Rex and Reg were joined by Lt.-Col. Brian 
Bonham Carter (a member from India), 
Hugh Pilcher and a young Padre, Austen 
Williams; another section of Toc Н staff 
were. by then, busy getting a house going at 
Rouen, farther South. The whole prospect 
of service before Toc H in France was most 
promising. 

Then suddenly the crash came which drove 
the British Army down to the Dunkirk 
beaches. On May 21 Rex, Reg, Austen, 
‘B.C? and Hugh, after serving retreating 
troops and evacuees too long for their own 
safety, left the House at Lille in two cars, 

making for Rouen. By next day all five were 
prisoners of war. The story of their work, 
retreat, capture and life in captivity has been 
told in these pages last February by Reg 
Staton, who was repatriated at the end of 
1943 and is now at work in Bristol. 


After separation the five were re-united in 
1941 in a civilian internment camp in Silesia, 


Ilag VIII. Later they were moved to a camp 
at Giromagny, near Belfort, in France. After 
an escape episode in the сатр (the Swiss 
frontier was temptingly near, the Maquis 
very co-operative) Rex and Austen were 
moved to St. Denis, on the Northern out- 
skirts of Paris. There, in August, they heard 
the approaching rumble of gunfire day after 
day. At midnight on the 25th bells rang in 
Paris—for liberation. At r a.m. that morning 


the German staff left the camp. They were 


free. 


We hope that Rex will soon give us the 
story in these pages of his twelve days journ- 
псу home through liberated France. Ас 
every stage the Toc H tie he was wearing 
proved to be a passport. At Bayeux he 
walked in at one door of the Cathedral as 
Arthur Edgar and Paul Webb—just arrived 
to take up the Toc H work in France of 
which Rex and the others had been deprived 
four and a half years: before—entered at 
another. Thus, bv an extraordinary chance, 
he got first-hand news of our doings. 


On Wednesday, September 6, Rex reached 
London, just in time to keep his first office 
appointment—the monthly meeting of the 
Central Executive at the London Centre (in 
a room he last saw as the drawing room of 
his old Head-master)! He received an im- 
mense welcome—as he did at Headquarters 
next morning, where the pictures on the 
opposite page were taken. 


Austen Williams, in another party, is also 
safely at home. And on September 16, Hugh 
Pilcher, after a long journey to Sassnitz on the 
Baltic and across to Sweden, arrived at Liver- 
pool. At the time of writing, Brian Bonham 
Carter is held up in a German camp, or may 


be at Trelleborg. the Swedish port. 
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tOpposite (Photos by L.N.A.) 
sAbove: Rex Gets His SEPTEMBER “JOURNAL ` AT HgapQUARTERS. 
iBelow: НЕ TELLS THE TALE TO LAKO, ALEC CHURCHER AND BARKIS. 
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BACK ТО THE OLD HOUSE 


N September 19 the same post brought 
~ three letters to Headquarters, which sud- 
denly threw a flood of light, after four years 
of semi-darkness, on a subject very near in- 
deed to the heart of Toc H—Talbot House 
at Poperinghe, its birthplace. 


‘Frank Gillard speaking ` 
Listeners to the midnight B.B.C. news on 
September 7 heard a brief announcement that 
Frank Gillard Bad just visited Poperinghe 
and found the House intact. Next day he 


wrote the following letter to the Editor : 

“ You will remember saying, when we met in 
London last Мау, that I stood a very good chance 
of being the first member to return to the Old 
House. Тһе prophecy came true. Yesterday, after 
hours of cross-country wandering through а 
Scotch mist from St. Omer, trying to find a bridge 
over the river still intact, we reached Cassel at 
about 1] a.m. Тһе place had been liberated, but 
mainly through the efforts of its own I.E.I. Only 
a tiny handful of our troops had passed through. 
In Cassel I met a Polish D.R. who was looking 
for some non-existent bulldozers. He had just 
come down the road from Ypres and said that 
it was pretty clear of the enemy except for a few 
odd batches hiding here and there. Half an hour 
later we had reached Pop, driving iluough а buck- 
eling rainstorm which half soaked us. At every 
little house and hamlet on the wav people rushed 
out into the road to cheer us. Тһе first frontier 
barrier was swathed in red, white and blue bunt- 
ing; the second, in red, yellow and black. The 
streets of Poperinghe were full of people, yelling 
themselves hoarse at each vehicle that passed. 
So far all the Troops passing througl had been 
Poles, of the Polish Armoured Division. We were 
the first Britishers to show up, and—with the 
letters B.B.C on our truck giving away our iden- 
tite—we received an ovation all to ourselves. 

We pulled up outside the front door of the Old 
House. A great Union Jack was hanging from an 
upper window. The place badly needed a coat 
of paint, but otherwise, externally, it was in 
excellent condition. Not a pane of glass was 
broken even. The big front door swung open, 
and there, in the entrance hall, stood a reception 
committee—armed members of the Belgian Resis- 
tance Movement who were standing guard over 
this piece of British property. 

I did a quick tour of the House. All the fur- 
nishings were unfamiliar, but they were good. The 
Germans living there had made themselves really 
comfortable. The remains of their last meal lay 
on the table in Tubby's room overlooking the 
gardens on the first floor, which had been their 
mess, The bedrooms were littered with the odd 
bits of property—personal propertv-—which thev 
had not had time to collect together. On the 
second floor landing the Тлтр, of course, was 
missing, and the carving of the Last Supper had 
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gone from the panelled wall. ‘The large room on 
the West side of this landing (surely it used to 
be опе large rooni—the Lounge—or is my memory 
playing tricks?) had been divided into two by a 
partition of lath and plaster. í 

The stairway door to the Upper Room stood 
open. Upstairs was all the familiar Chapel furni- 
ture, stacked away in the corners—the harmonium 
and everything, all intact as far as I could see. 
The room had just been dismantled (probably 
before the German occupation) and left. 

In the garden Paul Slessor’s waterworks were 
dirty but completely preserved. One week of hard 
work by half a dozen willing cleaners and the 
whole place will be as immaculate as ever. 

But what of René and Olida? “ Madame ?— 
Nix!" was all I could get out of the Belgian 
guards. So I dashed across the street to the 
Boulangerie, where the goodwife, after working 
out her excitement upon me, told me that Mon- 
sieur was ' morl " bur that Madame Вега was 
now in the Sacre Coeur (a Hospital). 

І forced my wav through the crowds in the 
Square—past the lines of collaborators still being 
marched in to the IIotel de Ville bv the patriots 
and walked right in throi the front door of 


the Old Folks’ Building Sister led me to the 
door of Olida’s room. Sh = sitting all alone 
on a high chair at a litt! Lle by the window, 
eating her mid-day meal iv hasty entry was a 
great shock to her. I shoul! have been announced. 
For а moment she was spe 1 Then she was 
weeping on my shonlder. Лет first words were: 


'" René—he is дела.” 

Five minutes later she had completely recovered 
herself, and was her own lively self again, telling 
how she had protected Talbot House against the 
Germans. How she had rebuked them when they 
spilt water on the floors, or left the wash-house 
dirty. She and René had longed for our return. 
It became an obsession with Кепс— Will they 
never come ?" He had two strokes but recovered. 
They moved into the Sacre Coeur, where he could 
have proper care. Then, five months ago, René 
Най had his third stroke, and in one afternoon it 
was all over. All the more precious belongings 
of the House, she told me, were in safe keeping. 
Some were in the care of members of the Associa- 
tion. The Altar Plate was in the vaults of the 
Bank in the Square. The Germans had removed 
it to Brussels at one time, but she had forced 
them, good soul that she is, to bring it back 
again. 

She asked eagerly after all her old friends— 
Tubby, Paul, vourself, Miss MacMurtrie of LWH, 
and scores of others. She had been hearing 
regularly from Rex Calkin—and, in quite a dif- 
ferent way, from me, for tucked away in a dark 
corner of her little room she had a radio set on 
which she had listened daily to London despite 
the Nazi ban. 

Olida now lives for the day when Toc H men 
and women will return to Poperinghe. She begs 
me to urge Paul to come over with all speed. She 
sends her love and ‘ compliments’ to all friends 
and longs to hear from them. She herself has 
enough money and is reasonably comfortable and 


well cared for. When I left her, the rain had 
ceased, and she was putting on her clothes, get- 
ting ready to pay her first post-liberation visit to 
the Old House. With all her widowhood and her 
seventy years, her loyalty to the family remains 
as ever...” 

Frank is quite right about the lounge— 
“Тһе Library,’ we usually called it—on the 
first floor; it was one room, running right 
across the House, and now the Germans have 
restored the dividing wall of lath and plaster 
which we had found in 1929 and taken down. 
There is a discrepancy between his impression 
of the Upper Room on a hasty visit and that 
in the following letter and Rex Calkin’s re- 
collection when he visited Poperinghe just 
before he was captured іп May, 1940—but the 
facts will soon emerge when the House is 
properly taken over again. The missing 
Lamp and the big oak carving of the Last 
Supper are also, we hope, explained in the 
next letter. We knew already that our ex- 
cellent fricnd, M. Lahaye, a member of the 
Anglo-Lelgian Association which legally 
owns Talbot House, had removed most of 
the furniture to his own premises in Poper- 
inghe for safe-kceping before the Germans 
took possession. It is now clear that many 
other friends have helped in this work of 
* salvage.’ 

A Canadian Pilgrimage 


Чеге is the second letter. It comes from 
Padre E. C. Royle (not our old friend 
‘Ronny ` Royle, now a Chaplain in the Medi- 
terranean), Chaplain of the ist Btn., The 
Black Watch of Canada, a member of Sher- 
brooke and Montreal Branch. Writing on 
September 12, a few days after Frank Gillard, 
he says: 

" You have probably already received some 
news of the Old House in Pop., but as I was there 
yesterday 1 thought I would add my two cents 
worth, ' for your information,' as the Army says. 
Accompanied by Majors Stone and Murray, the 
two Senior Chaplains of the 2nd Canadian Infan- 
try Division, and having a spot of leave myself, 
we went down to Pop. 4 à 

The House in itself is intact, and is being used 
as a meeting-place by some of the young patriots. 
The furniture is almost all gone, having been con- 
fiscated and carried off by the invader " (this is a 
misapprehension, as we have seen—ED.) '' But 
the great majority of the pictures, books and 
relics, records and objects of historic interest have 
been most carefully carried off by loving hands 


and hidden in a large number of scattered places 
for safety. ' When the Talbot Housers come back,’ 


: we were told, ‘ there will be a procession to bring 


back all the souvenirs.’ 

It was a wonderful tribute to Toc H to learn 
about the safety of the precious things, the things 
that matter. While the Upper Room is stripped, I 
am told that many of its contents are among the 
objects carefully hidden. It appears, however, that 
the famous Carpenter's Bench is unfortunately 
lost. Men and women have risked much to pre- 
serve these things for Toc H. 

Another item is tlie famous Slessorium, com- 
plete except for one toilet bowl and the engine, 
which is broken. The garden is in a tolerable 
state, a little overgrown but not spoilt in any way. 
All the brass plates, save one, have vanished into 
the maw of the German war machine. 

We were taken to see Mme. Bérat, now at 
123, Rue d'Ypres (their own old house) where 
she moved after her husband died. She was over- 
joyed to see us, and asked aíter so many mem- 
bers of Тос H and especially after Tubby. She 
sends loving greetings to all. She showed us 
some of the things she had kept. We also saw 
Monsieur L. Coevoex of the Committee (of the 
Association), and then were royally entertained 
by some friends of his in the house next 
door. These people had spent the time of 
war in learning to speak English and speak 
it beautifully. It is obvious that the Belgian peo- 
ple have a great love and respect for England...” 


The third letter comes from a correspon- 
dent at present unknown to us personally, 
from an address in London. Mr. R. Dicker- 
son Silverman writes: 


“ Dear Friends, While visiting the Mother 
House of Toc H at Poperinghe I became 
acquainted with a family > (their name is Der- 
yuck, well-known to Frank Gillard and other 
members, ће says) “ who have preserved some of 
the treasures of the House. They have also 
shared in taking care of the building during the 
years of Lurinoil in Belgium. 

In the window of their shop is a photograph 
of the King and Queen of England. They wish 
very much to display a picture of Mr. Churchill 
and Mr. Roosevelt . . . I trust you can aid these 
patriots in their desire." 


At the end of his letter Padre Royle adds, 
“No doubt by this time you have someone 
on the way to take possession and open 
house." Members may like to know that 
Paul Slessor and Barkis, who were charged 
with refurnishing the House in 1929, are un- 
der orders to proceed there again for the same 
purpose at the earliest possible moment. 
Among other happy duties they hope to de- 
liver by hand to the good M. Deryuck the 
pictures for his shop window. 


Barciay BARON. 
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—and Brussels 


On the heels of this news comes a soldier's 
letter from Brussels, moving in itself and con- 
taining a most interesting enclosure. The 
soldier—not yet а member—is Trooper H. 
Stanley, of the Inns of Court Regiment. He 
writes : 

“I am a member of Н.М. Forces, B.L.A., and 
upon entering Brussels I had the extremely 'good 
fortune of meeting M'sieur and Madame Luchie. 
Both of them have been in the Undergrouud 
Movement since the fall of France and Belgium, 
and M. Luchie is, I believe, Chief Liaison Officer 
to the Maquis and, pre-war, was a leader of Toc 


I was able to spend a few hours with them, aud 
during that time I saw the Brussels Lamp, which 
M. and Mme. Luchie had hidden since the Ger- 
man invasion, taken from its hiding-place and un- 
packed. Although not a Toc H man, I understood 
the spirit behind this, and I feel greatly honoured. 
as also my two companions with me, at being 
the first British soldiers to see the Lamp. 


M. Luchie has written a letter, which I am 
enclosing, giving you details of what he wishes to 
do and to ask for vour guidance. 

With all good wishes to Toc H and its 
future...” 


And here is what Georges Luchie himself 
writes, in the letter enclosed, which is ad- 


dressed to Tubby or Paul Slessor :— 

“ Neither tbe Nazis nor the Gestapo have pre- 
vented us carrying on the good work. We are still 
alive, very alive and kicking. Not withstanding 


great difficulties we have been able to collect 
funds to help relieve distress aud to help men of 
the Maquis, but more about these activities 
later on. I'll try to get a few lines in one of the 
JOURNALS about the Maquis’ work in Belgium 
and how we diddled Jerry! 


Brussels Lamp is safe with us at home and we 
intend to light it soon. As a matter of fact we 
intend setting up within a few days, if all goes 
well the first. Toc H Club for the Forces. Dn 
won't be a very, very large affair, but we shall do 


our best. I believe Prince de Ligne will accept 
the head of the Honorary Cominittee ; members 
Commander Marcel Deroover, D.S.O., Monsieur 


Noos of the Resistance Movement, and ‘others eU 


He goes ou to ask for help in furnishing with 
crockery, etc., from ‘f your officer in charge of 
canteens-—I just heard a lot about them from the 
Sth Army men”; also for Toc H literature to be 
sent at once. 


“Will vou please inform all friends that, from 
now on, on passing through Brussels they can call, 
or write to inv place—5, Rue de Portugal, Brus- 
sels (Trams 10, 11, 12, G, 5, 81 and $3; "phone 
37.99.38)." The address cf the Club is 98-90, 
Boulevard Waterloo. 

Thus does the Brussels Dranch. record a 

gallant war-time chapter to its not uneventful 
history and embark upon a new job with fine 
initiative. Arthur Edgar. ous Commissioner 
for the Western E has since reached 
Brussels and made contact with the Club, the 
first Тос H centre to lê opened in liberated 


Europe. 


"ТО BE A FARMER'S BOY ?' 


In a letter to the Editor Max PETITPIERRE, London Regional Padre, writes 


URING the past week I have been 
approached by two young men both 
with some education and reasonable prospects 
in civilian life. They have said that they 
would like to take up farming as a carcer and 
want to know how to sct about it. 


My impression is that this desire for coun- 
try life in its true sense is fairly widespread 
and it would be of immense value to the 
rural life of England if we do have in it 
men who have known and renounced the 
life of cities. Itis evident that any young men 
wishing to take up farming must in some 
way or another become apprenticed to a 
farmer in order that he may learn the craft. 
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It is equally evident that they should go to 
farmers who appreciate the possibilities and 
the difficulties of a town-bred man of some 
intelligence and who will not treat them sim- 
plv as so much unskilled labour for the rest 
of their lives. 


It occurred to me that there must be many 
of our Toc H members who are engaged in 
farming and who might between them find 
some simple and personal way of helping 
with this situation. I wonder whether this 
suggestion could be put forward in the 
JourNaL or some other way, to see what res- 
ponse is likely from the membership. 


INDIAN PICTURE 


At the end of February the Hox. ADMINISTRATOR, with the blessing of the Central 


Executive, started out to see for himself the work of Toc H in the Far East. 


Before he 


reached home on the historic Sixth of June he had also seen it in Palestine, Egypt, North 


Africa, Italy, Malta and Gibraltar. 


He has given the Central Executive most valuable 


details of his tour, and here he presents JOURNAL readers with a general view of Тос H war 


work in India and on the Burma front. 
f VIER since I arrived back in this country 
on the morning of “ D "-day Barkis has 
респ on my track for ` something for the 
JovnNarL." Now his attitude has become dis- 
tinctly threatening and I must do something 
about it. 

Several people, including Alan Cowling, 
seemed to think that I ought to “ proceed " 
to India to view the Toc H War Services 
situation. there, do something about it, and 
come home and report. So, on a surprisingly 
cold might, Merch зга, I set out; but what I 
propose to put before you here is not a report 


but a few iripicssions of men and their do- 
ings which, hope, will interest Toc H 
readers. 

Since Мау, 1943. Alan Cowling has been 


Toe H Commissioner in India. Не has done 
an excellent job of work, a difficult one too, 
for he has had to feel his way in a country 
and in circumstances new to him. He has 
had to consider a variety of proposals new to 
Toe Н; mobile clubs, malaria hospital work, 
centres for Indian troops, judging their value 
in the light of Toc H principles and of 
human needs. АП the while, he has been 
uncertain of backing from home, for we have 
not been in a position to guarantee the supply 
of staff men necessary to cover these projects. 

Не has, however, been able to open up 
sources of help and friendship for Toc H and 
its Cause in many directions and, in this, he 
has had the guidance and assistance of all the 
stalwarts of old peace-time Toc H India. J 
would rather leave it to Alan Cowling to 
name these great men on some appropriate 
occasion; I could so easily be guilty of omis- 
sion. Yet I must, for him and for Toc H, 
pay most grateful tribute for the keen en- 
couragement and ready help given to Toc H 
by all ranks of Army Welfare in India. It 
is not for me to criticise favourably or ad- 


versely the work of any branch in any of 
H.M. Services, but presumably I may, in 
terms of gratitude, speak of the sympathy 
and understanding and quick practical help 
accorded by the few men composing Army 
Welfare in India, on all and every occasion 
when we have had to turn to them for guid- 
ance or action, and the occasions have been 
frequent. 

Now John Callf (Major, М.С.) has joined 
Alan Cowling as Deputy Commissioner. 
This means that the fortunes of Toc H War 
Services in India and S.E.A.C. are in the 
hands of two voung and imaginative Toc H 
staff men, “dyed in the wool" as far as know- 
ledge and practice of Toc H and its principles 
аге concerned, and, behind them, is the afore- 
mentioncd group of members of Toc H 
India with, in addition, some new members 
in the persons of H.E. the Governor of Ben- 
gal and his wife, Mrs. Casey, the Metropoli- 
tan, Mr. Justice Атесг Ali (Acting Chief 
Justice of Bengal), the Hon. Sir P. B. Singh 
Rov, Major General D. Stuart and Air Com- 
modore F. W. J. Mellersh, for whose interest 
and help all Toc H will offer its deepest 
thanks. 

With regard to Toc H War Services staff 
in India from the Commissioners down- 
wards, the key to success is work with a 
capital ~“ W "—just all-out effort. The pace 
may be fast and certainly hot, but the Cause, 
the welfare and morale of British and Indian 
Service men, deserves every ounce that can 
be put into it. The service given by Toc H 


men in India is unstinting. 


Some Personalities 
Shall we take a quick glance at some of 
them? At Alan Cowling and John Callf 
working from their Headquarters at the 
Mark in Calcutta and most ably assisted by 


ISI 


т у 


— Т 


‘Taffy’ Davies (late Warden) and the Indian Stafi at. Vizagupatar Club 


Mrs. Cowling in her capacity of Hon. Sec 
retary. Away over to the West of India is 
our old friend, Rupert Bliss, up in the hills 
of Deolali, seventy miles from Bombay, in 
charge of the Toc H Club in a large military 
camp and, at the same time, acting as assis- 
tant Commissioner ,for that part of India. 
Farther down the coast we come to Cochin 
where “ Skip " Eagar (Paymaster Captain the 
Rey.) is busy building up a club for naval 
ratings. 

Switching over to the cast coast, at Madras, 
James Russell, late Warden of the Club in 
Belfast, is now caring for a Toc H Club es- 
tablished in a number of buildings in the 
grounds of the Governor's Palace, accommo- 
dation most generously provided bv the 
Governor. 

Farther north, in Vizagapatam, G. H. 
Barraclough, late of the West African 
Colonial Service, is Warden of a Club opened 
several months ago by the C.in-C.7 India, 


152 


General Auchinleck. © the Club's dis- 
tinguishing features is a very lofty arid exceed- 
ingly unsafe flag-pole. which it is well to keep 
ап eve on. Vizagapatam 15 also the head- 
quarters of Lt.-Col. `` Tommy” Atkins, at 
one time commanding the 1/15th Punjabis, 
who is supervising the establishment and run- 
ning of Toc H centres for Indian soldiers. 
Of these, there are two in Vizagapatam with 
Subedar Mian Mohd and Jemcdar Siri Ram 
as Wardens. There is another at Cocanada a 
little farther down the coast with Hon. Lieut. 
Kirpa Singh in charge assisted by H. Joseph. 

The special design and function of these 
Toc H Indian centres is worthy of long des- 
cription, which must be furnished later by a 
more able pen than mine. Sufficient to say 
here that the Wardens, for whom God be 
thanked, though not themselves Christians, 
do know what Toc H stands for and, in the 
light of their long service in the King-Em- 
peror's Army, are able and resourceful 


workers in the interests of the welfare of the 
Indian soldier. 

Over on the Arakan front at Chiringa, 
Egerton Spanton, from the Argentine, is act- 
ing as Assistant Commissioner for that dis- 
trict and Leslie Stein, who has spent a life- 
time as an Officer of the Bengal Police, is in 
charge of the Toc H Club. Farther down 
the coast are W. C. Davies, C. A. Sheridan 
and W. Eley, each doing duty as the Toc H 
Welfare Officer in a Malaria Forward Treat- 
ment Unit. 

In Burma 


Down in Maungdaw, in Burma, Arthur 
Servante is in charge of the Toc H Club, ably 
assisted by Len Scarfe, whom members will 
remember as onc of the Central Executive 
Committee just before the war. Arthur Ser- 
vante 1s a colourful and delightful character 
and one ol the best Toc H innkecpers 
imaginable. Не divides his time between the 
Club at Maunedaw and visits to the troops 
in the near-by frontline bunkers. 

To attempt ‘urther description of Toc H 
and Toc il workers in this part of the world 
necessitates going beyond the beyond. I have 
to account for George Bennett, once of Тос 
H Sevenoaks. and Garry Pfeiffer from the 
Argentine, together with А. S. Hedden, who 
are somewhere around such places as have 
recently appeared in the news, viz., Imphal, 
the Tiddim road, and so оп. Another mobile 
couple consists of our old friend, Bob Wat- 
son, and B. W. Habberton, who.are with that 
mysterious body of men gencrally alluded to 
as the “ Chindits." We hear what excellent 
work they are doing and we are grateful to 
them for carrying the Toc H banner so high, 


but just exactly where they are or what they: 


are doing we are not at the moment privi- 
leged to know. 

Everyone has heard of the Club at Ele- 
phant Point. I was privileged to see it in full 
operation; to watch the arrival of tired men 
from the frontline bunkers; to see their re- 
cuperation during а week of utter rest, and 
to watch them drive away like school-boys, 
sorry only that they were departing instead 
of just arriving, and trying hard to express 
to the Toc H staff their gratitude for the 


friendship and service which they had experi- 
enced during their stay. Elephant Point 
Club, inaccessible during monsoon conditions, 
had to close down on May 8th, but we have 
already been asked to duplicate it at two other 
points farther south as soon as the monsoon 
eases up and campaigning conditions will 
permit. I came away with the impression 
that the Toc H men on the job there and par- 
ticularly Arthur Servante, who was at that 
time the Warden, were all out to make Ele- 
phant Point the best piece of work done yet 
by Toc H anywhere for H.M. Forces and, 
judging by reports received from all ranks of. 
the 14th. Army, I should imagine they have 
succeeded. 

The quality of welfare work, in which Toc 
H is privileged to take part in India and 
Burma, partakes of the positive to an extent 
which brings out every ounce of friendship, 
physical stamina and imagination of which 
these men are capable. It is a Toc H job in its 
finest and most complete sense. Since my re- 
turn ten morc men have been sent to join this 
staff, men of a quality which leaves the mind 
free of any possible doubt that they could in 
any way let down the show into which so 
much effort is being put by Alan Cowling, 
John Callf and all the staff serving under 
them. Here in London our only regret is 
that owing to circumstances, which can be so 
well imagined and appreciated and which 
there is no need here to define, we are unable 
to get sufficient men to double our present 
staff in India and S.E.A.C., though even to 
quadruple it would only be to touch the 
fringe of the work. 


"The Forgotten Army’ 


There has been much written lately in the 
press concerning what is called “ The For- 
gotten Army." British serving men in India 
and S.E.A.C., I found, were ready to appre- 
ciate the difficulty their friends at home ex- 
perience in maintaining a lively interest in 
their doings. So often has the press pub- 
lished а S.E.A.C. communiqué somewhere 
on the back page, accompanying it with a 
map upon which one cannot find the places 
mentioned in the communiqué; so often has 
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the nine o'clock news been followed by the 
sirens and then by sterner reminders that, 
whatever is happening out East, the Germans 
are very much on our door-step at home. 
This, I say, is appreciated by the men serving 
in India and S.E.A.C., but what they fear 
lacks appreciation is that campaigning con- 
ditions anywhere on the Continent of Europe, 
or for that matter in North Africa, partake of 
the luxurious when compared with those pre- 
vailing on the Burma front. This has come 
to my mind more than once when I have seen 
Dakotas flying back to England with men re- 


- cently wounded in France and, while being 


А Services 


' Toffec' Everton writes to the Chairman 
of the West Midlands Area, describing the 
Toc H House а! Deolali in India :— 


“If people back at home could be made to 
realise to the full exactly what a House of this 
sort means to men stationed in a place like this, 
then without any effort on your part contributions 
wonld just come sailing in and the work could go 
forward unhampered by lack of funds . . . There 
was а very strong feeling abroad out here that 
people at home never spared a thought for the 
troops in India, and many had begun to complain 
that they belonged to ‘the forgotten Army!’ It 
is efforts of this sort which are helping to restore 
their faith and to make them feel that thev are 
remembered ... I cannot hope, of course, in a 
letter to convey anything like the feeling of appre- 
ciation with which the House has been greeted 
bv all and sundry but I'll do my best. 


" When I first came to this place about five 
months ago and sought out the local Familv, I 
found them a small but enthusiastic Group and 
among them, newly arrived like myself, Rupert 
Bliss , a Staff Padre who Най been sent along from 
Н.О. to become Warden of the House. Арраг- 
ently he Над anticipated finding the House al- 
ready built and was horrified and amazed to find 
that the first sod had not been cut. Dut he got 


cracking straight away, and in the most com- .. 


manding site on the Station there has now risen 
a well designed and most pleasantly equipped bun- 
galow. Indian workmen are renowned for their 
lethargy, and we got used during the building to 
having to postpone the opening which had been 
arranged. When we had been told that the House 
would most definitely be ready by next week, we'd 
all turn up on the day duly appointed to find the 
building still lacked a roof! But now it is finished, 
beautifully decorated and furnished and has al- 
ready made a name for itself as the most homelv 
and comfortable place in the neighbourhood. 


" The largest and most central room is The 
Hall. Here we try to arrange some sort of a 
‘do’ every night of the week. We have either 
a gramophone recital (one night classical, one 
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thankful that this is possible, one cannot but 
remember that men wounded on the Burma 
front cannot have this experiencc. 

There is also the question of the compara- 
tive length of the war against the Japanese 
which disturbs the mind of the Service men- 
out there and it is one's earnest hope that their 
situation will be favourably taken into 
account when the ways and means of demobi- 
lisation are being considered. They are very 
splendid men, We hope that the considera- 


tion they will in due time receive will be no 
less splendid. 
Lako. 


Club іш India 


night the other sort of 1110510), а concert party, a 
talk on current affairs er post-war reconstruction, 
and on Thursday evening our own Family Meet- 
ing (our Family now grown to about 30 members) 
is held there. АП of th ` (1075 * are extremely 
well attended. Adjoinin ioni on one side is 
a reallv lovely Reading iting room—again 
beautifully furnished ripped always with 
pens that write and paper that really 
blots. Opening off fron: m is the Padre's 
little sanctum where Hh. ways be contacted 
by anyone who needs lı сте is, ICO, a very 
pleasant Gamics room i equipped. with as 
many games as we would | 10 see there since 
they аге most difficult to ut here. But pro 
hably the most successful y ure of the lot has 
been the Canteen. As vou have probably read in 
the Press, there have been many grouses from 
Troops out here about the profiteering going on 
in thar direction and certainly tea and cakes from 
а char wallah are а disgrace for the amount 
charged. It was decided by the House Committee 
to try to make the Toc H restaurant as little like 
a canteen and as much like an English café as 
possible and the result has been excellent. We 
were most fortunate in being able to find just 
the right lady to take charge of that side of the 
business and we supply meals which: cannot be 
bettered anywhere in the locality. The café is 2 
most pleasant place with gay table cloths and а 
continuous supply of very English looking flowers. 
Tt is crowded from the time it opens at 6 p.m. till 
the time it closes at 9.30 p.m. The Family have 
taken on tlie job of running tlie café and it's quite 
a jov to me 10 see my own R.S.M. (quite a dig- 
nified person) pouring out cups of tea for gunners! 


“Now many are asking the eternal question, 
“What is this Toc H?” On last Thursday even- 
ing for the benefit of such people as these T was 
asked to give a Toc H talk . . . In my talk on 
Thursday I tried to stress that Toc IT must never 
forget that it is founded upon ‘ the eternal 
realities,’ that all its jobs are done not in its own 
strength but in a Strength far greater than апу 
human effort, апа it is in this spirit that we in 
this Family hope to be able to witness humbly in 
this place... ”’ 


1 


ASLEEP OR AWAKE ?—IV. The Artist in Toc Н 


N three previous articles I have tried to pre- 

sent some paradoxes of what is commonly 
called ' progress '—a wealth so great that it 
has made us poor in some of the things 
which matter most, a world so full of con- 
venicnces intended to simplify living that real 
life is often strangled in its complications, a 
machine, built by us as our servant, which 
has come near making us its slaves, the arts 
of peace turned wholesale to the most ruth- 
less warfare in history. It is time to make 
an end. for I have wandered fast and far, 
skimming the surface of the true art of living. 
The attempt to sum up by applying all this 
in detail to Toc H would be wearisome, but 
one or two main points, 1 hope, emerge. 


“Ата Wastes’ 

1. We must set out together to conquer 
the ‘arid wastes,’ to bring a stirring of air 
and light and beauty into the crowded havoc 
which "an acquisitive society," under the 
immense pressure of the Industrial Revolu- 
tion, has wrought in our homes and lives. 

How deep this havoc could go was re- 
vealed belore the war bv conditions, unsus- 
pected by most of us until then, in the Dis- 
tressed Arcas, conditions which persist and 
have been shown up again, for instance, in 
the report, Our Towns,” on the standards of 
living of evacuees from our ‘ blitzed’ indus- 
trial citics. ЈЕ you choose to be properly 
shocked and, let us hope, stirred into thought 
and action, look at the vivid little picture in 
a very recent pamphlet, Our Street, or in a 
small book, Branch Street, of M ER one re- 


viewer writes : 

" Many Britons have wondered where Hitler 
fonnd the young thugs he put in charge of con- 
centration camps; have supposed, all too com- 
placently, that he could not have found them here. 
But Mosley, with his bodyguard of toughs, knew 
better; and to read Branch Street is to be brought 
abruptly up against the fact that we in this coun- 
try are continuing to produce human material 
that, given suitable opportunity, would attain its 


fullest satisfaction in thuggery.” 

After all-it was not the inhabitants of the 
* arid wastes ' who first willed and made their 
ariditv, but the wastes which, generation after 
generation, stunt the outlook of so many 
people in them. 

And if you want an antidote to these horrify- 
ing indictments of our civilisation, a foretaste 
(admittedly on a limited scale) of what might 
be donc— nay, of what Toc H in one small 
place is doing—read a pamphlet called 4 
People's Plan. It is the story of a Toc H unit 
which has rallied its neighbours and "brought 
the expert to the group” in the replanning of 
the place they live in, not in terms of profit- 
able speculation but of better life for the 
whole community. [s this a pointer to a 
larger conception of service in post-war Toc 
Н--а conception which relegates the odd, 
onc-night-a-weck ‘job’ to its useful, proper 
place and concentrates the best corporate 
energies of our members “ midmost in the 


stream, where life runs strongest?" This — 


kind of service carns the fine title of “ build- 
ing bravely "у it is a high art, not merely a 
pastime.* 

This is primarily an educational problem 
of the first magnitude; the industrial and 
financial problems it raises are enormous but 
only secondary. Minds and spirits wait, by 
the million, to be liberated from the bondage 
of ignorance and ugliness, to be wakened 
from sleep to beauty and wonder and fulfil- 
ment—in more positive words, to be led-out 
into “ the glorious liberty of the children of 
God." А new conception of ‘ education’ is 
needed, or rather a recapture of the original 
meaning of the Latin word; it is ' to bring out’ 
the qualities of the mind and not, as so com- 
monly we do, to cram into it miscellaneous 
facts useful for passing examinations. And, 
with the Butler Act passed, we stand—if 
only we will fight hard for it—on the thres- 


* Our Towns, published by the Women's Institutes, 55. Our Streel, published by London Diocesan 
C.E.T.S., 19, Fitzroy Square, London, W.1, 6d.; it пеед be no secret that an old friend and member, 


Geoff Martin, had much to do with compiling it. 


Branch Street, by Marie Paneth, Allen & Unwin, 6s. 


+A People's Plan: apply to the Secretary, Тос H, Rose Cottage, Ash Road, Green Street Green, 


Kent. The price is 1s. 3d. 
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hold of a new ега of what Matthew Arnold 
called “ sweetness and light.” Surely there 
are many Toc H members, men and women, 
who will find their Christian vocation, not 
merely their bread and butter, in the hard 
life of a teacher in the years now coming. 


Books. 


Education, contrary to popular supersti- 
tion, does not end at fourteen—it begins in 
earnest about then—and I cherish the idea 
that all our members, whatever their age, 
will more consciously ‘go to school’ and 
spread this idea among their neighbours. 
Already the signs are propitious in*our coun- 
try. The increase of reading, without distinc- 
tion of class and especially in war-time, of 
books worth reading, many of them long 
books, some very ‘solid’ books, must have 
struck everyone with their eyes open. Take, 
as one instance of many, a recent survey by 
the Leeds Public Library : 


“ One-third of the books issued during the sur- 
vey were non-liction—a remarkably high propor- 
tion. Women were found to read more than men 
on religion and literature, but only half as much 
on music, philosophy, politics, art and gardening. 
Many of the older novelists emerged triumphant. 
Jane Austen was amazingly popular—of 42 copies 
of her works in one library, not one was on the 
shelves. Of 82 Arnold Bennetts, only one was 
available. Of 23 Brontes, none was available."— 
(Evening Standard, 4.9.44.) 


Music. 


The appreciation and understanding of 
good music by all classes of people is more 
remarkable still. As the outstanding tutors 
in this we must be most grateful to the 
B.B.C., to the fifty years of spade work by 
Sir Henry Wood, crowned with a death-bed 
triumph, to the work of Sir Hamilton Harty 
at Manchester and to other teachers of the 
kind. You have Basil Dean, for instance, 
going to Italy to plan E.N.S.A. programmes 
and reporting that he finds “a ravenous hun- 
ger for good music ” among the troops. And 
you have the evidence of one of those very 
men, writing home about a performance of 
The Barber of Seville, perhaps in the great 
Opera House at Bari: 


‘The audience was entirely troops, and I 
doubt if any Covent Garden crowd was ever more 
enthusiastic. There is по doubt that what is 
known as the average soldier, who is the aver- 
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age British man iu the street, 
appreciates good music. 

КЕ It is very notable at Ensa concerts that the 
biggest applause always goes to gagd vocalists or 
instrumeutalists. The third-rate comic and 
brassy females who try hard to be suggestive get 
little encouragement, except the odd guffaw, It 
is an insult to imagine that we cannot be 
equally entertained with good music of any sort.” 

(Есек in * Daily Telegraph,’ 29.8.'44.) 

This very evening I сате home in time to 
hear a tremendous storm of applause as 1 
turned on my wireless set—and then the 
announcer saying “ That concludes а рег- 
formance of Elgar’s Second Symphony, con- 
ducted by Sir Adrian Boult, before an audi- 
ence entirely consisting of the R.A.F.” We 
have grown accustomed to a broadcast ‘ fea- 
ture’ called “ Music while you work,” com- 
ing from factories all over the country—and 
some of it is music. And, after speaking in 
my first article of the success—incredible as 
many still think it—ol ` Poetry in Pubs," I 
now read a newspaper paragraph headed 
° Music while you Drink `: 

'" Messrs. Tennant Broil 
field, began last night a 
lic houses under their 
sens (oboe) and lvor N: 1 
programme. The Lord (Councillor 5. Н. 
Marshall) was among tl: udience cf between 
200 and 300 in the concert room. 

'" Concerts will be given af a number of other 
public houses under the firm's management and 
among the performers already engaged аге... 
The concerts start at 8 p.n. on five evenings 2 
week and end, with ап interval of half-an-hour, 
at 9.30 p.m. Customers sit at tables and service 


continues during the concert."--(Thc Times, 
5.9.'44.) 


My mind slips back just forty years to the 
picture of the 'Philharmonie' in Berlin 
where, once a week, I sat in a family party 
at a table, one of the dozens in a great hall, 
eating sausages and drinking beer in the in- 
tervals between the pieces of a classical con- 
cert, with such immortals as the Joachim 
Quartet on the platform. A religious stillness 
presided over the place during the music— 
and quite the reverse in the “intervals the 
entrance ticket cost 75 pfennigs (9д.). And, 
at last, we in this country are catching up! 
We are finding that music, like religion, is 
not a full-dress affair for special occasions 


wauts to hear and 


, Limited, of Shef- 
of concerts in pub- 
cement. Leon Goos- 
nano) gave the first 


but a part of everyday life, like eating or | 


breathing; we can no longer live by bread | 
alone. 


| 


Reading Aloud. 


The love of books and music and pictures 
and plays must come out much morc into the 
open in Toc H and enrich still more our 
family life. One simple instance of how any 
unit of Toc H can begin to begin in edu- 
cating its sense of beauty: I spoke in my first 
article of the richly rewarded experiment of 
‘Poetry in pubs.’, and, among many reactions 
from correspondents, one of our Area Sec- 
retaries told me of his own experience in 
reading poctry to Тос H units in an indus- 
trial area. He says he has done it for three 
reasons : 

(a) They ought to find it a way of gaining in- 
sight, and at the same time a little of the quality 
of the true peace which so many units lose or 
never have, 

(b) It helps to provide a wider vision and acts 
as a real antidote to ‘ Blueprint-miudedness,’ a 
disease most prevalent, 

(с) Because I believe it is Тос H's job to 


teach the poetry, rather than the science, of 
social lifc 


I must not cniarge on this now, but urgc 
every unit to make this kind of thing a fea- 
ture of tucir programme—ten minutes at a 
meeting, perhaps. Reading aloud is an art 
(Tubby is a master of it), but every unit will 
discover somcone who can, with practice, 
become an artist in this kind. 
Plays. 

Then, having practised oursclves, we can 
help others to practise—for Тос H is ‘ out- 
ward looking.’ Personally I believe that the 
present most successful series of ‘ Toc H Cele- 
brity Concerts ' matters most, not because it 
has raised more than {1,000 already for our 
War Services Fund, but because it has 
brought fine music, in our name, to people 
in many places who were hungry for it. It 
has been a job of service, beyond the imagina- 
tion of many of our Jobmasters. And I won- 
der if Toc H cannot take a hand when I read 
sentences like this: 

“It is said that three-quarters of the British 
population have never seen a play. This is not 
because the British public is mot ‘ theatre 
minded.” Jt is not lack of interest, but lack of 


opportunity resulting from lack of facilities for 
small touring companies . . . Magnificent work is 


being done by artists, not only oversea but at 
home, under conditions which for the twentieth 
century can only be called barbaric; but such 
social service cannot be continued under bad con- 
ditions on a large scale indefinitely . . . There- 
fore, if the continued work of the small skilled 
touring unit is desired, village halls with adequate 
accommodation and equipment would be the 
greatest contribution.” (Letter in The Times, 
2.9.’ 44.) 


It is a good many years since Toc H in 
Radlett planned and organised the building 
of a beautiful “ village hall” for the use of 
the whole community. Here is a challenge 
to this kind of “ brave building ” again. 


Going to School. 

In passing, тау I drop the hint that 
adult education, the ‘People’s Colleges’ 
now contemplated, open a grand field to Toc 
H. Many of us can literally ‘ go to school,’ 
I hope, and spread the fashion. Denmark, 
with its population of 3,500,000, has бо adult 
residential colleges; Great Britain, with its 
45,000,000 has nine—and those struggling 
with the slenderest public support.* 

Books, music, adult education—in each of 
these our country is perhaps at last on its way 
towards the long-established standards of 
some of the Continental nations. I have 
picked haphazard a few paragraphs from 
daily papers—all, as it happens, appearing 
within the space of one week—to provide 
evidence that much is stirring in the “arid 
wastes.” 1 have stuck my nose, eagerly but 
rather casually, through a few of the doors 
of the grand House of Education, every 
room full of variety, loveliness and adven- 
ture without end. Of this wealth we are all 
born freemen. We have but to devote our 
energies to possessing it—in famous words 
of Goethe “ What thou hast from thy fathers, 
that must thou strive to inherit." Toc H in 
the coming time should redouble its efforts, 
corporate and individual, to learn many 
things. Only so can it fulfil its task of helping 
others along the same hard, delightful road. 

I hope to find our post-war Famil 
catching new glimpses of the Delectable 
Mountains, too often lost in fog hitherto, and 
accepting the challenge to climb them. 


* А good book is Education for а World Adrift, by Sir Richard Livingstone, Cambridge University 
Press, 3s. Gd.; a useful pamphlet, People’s Colleges for Adult Education (Educational Settlements 
Association, 8, Endsleigh Gardens, London, W.C.1, 6d.) 
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Using the Machine 


2. We must set out together to re-assert 
our control over the machine, so that it is 
used as an obedient servant of civilisation and 
not a destroyer. In Toc H let us determine 
to make full use of the countless machines 
at our command—mechanical transport, the 
gramophone and wireless, the cinema, what 
you will—so that they bring us spiritual en- 
richment and not merely mental lethargy, 
life and not half-death. True Education can 
awaken the mind, the machine will provide 
tools for it, the artist must use them to the 
glory of God and the service of men. But 
millions of us have never got beyond the ele- 
mentary fascination of the tools lying on the 
bench, the cast steel and cog-wheels and 
sparking-plugs and bits of vulcanite and 
celluloid; they count for so much, in their 
marvellous variety, that their proper purpose, 
the building of a true community of neigh- 
bours in love and joy and peace, goes by the 
board. Don’t despise the motor-bus; you 
may find it is travelling, a vehicle of the 
Spirit, in the direction of the Kingdom of 
Heaven. 

Another giant we have to fight, 1 believe, 
is Speed. The love of speed for sport I can 
understand, though I seldom share it—speed 
on the ice-hockey rink, the racecourse (don’t 
drag in that miserable substitute, the dog- 
racing track, a dull device for losing half a 
crown), or the motor-track or in the air. But 
speed for its own sake is a modern, machine- 
made disease from which almost all of us 
suffer. I am old-fashioned enough to believe 
that God created the human eye to see best at 
four miles an hour, the normal speed of his 
legs. You can see incomparably more at 
four m.p.h. than in a car at forty or a 'planeat 
400. You can shake hands with the spirit of 
creation, man's or Nature's, at a walkin 
pace; at any other you can underline things 
in the guide-book as having been passed by, 
seldom more. 

Every day of this feverish modern 
race, a dozen times a day, we need 
to use to ourselves the American retort to a 
man ' het-up "—“ Relax." How this is го be 
done raises а whole series of difficult ques- 
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tions. With the need of increased production 
to make up the wastage of war, how is the 
worker—with the cry of “‘ more and more, 
faster and faster ” ringing in his ears—to find 
moments in his working day in which to 
relax? Ап even older and greatly neglected 
question—how is the working mother with 
small children or the farmer's wife with a 
large household to feed (she is cooking when 
the vicar thinks she ought to be in church) 
ever to relax? One answer is “ By the use 
of much more labour-saving machinery," 
but that is not the whole answer, for the 
question is not merely mechanical but 
spiritual. Like the catastrophic breakdown 
of the equable distribution of the world's 
goods, the distribution of time between work 
and relaxation has to bc tackled with new 
ideas of what the lives of men and women 
ought to be. Some say we shall all have 
much morc leisure (how shall we use it?), 
and some fear that we shall have less and 
less. The “ Problem ol Leisure,” as it is al- 
ready spelt with capita! icttcrs, presses as we 
set out to build a new world. We must not 
embark upon it here, but Тос Н is involved 
in it up to the hilt. 


Every Member a Maker 


3. And so, every member а maker, 
‘every man a special kind of artist.” Many 
a unit has begun to ‘ find ' itself upon the sim- 
plest terms in carpentering and decorating, in 
the making of its own room. Let every one 
of us be some sort of craftsman, for that will 
react at every turn upon the life, the liveliness 
of our unit's comradeship and programme. 
Once, standing beside the workshop forge of 
Christ's Hospital, Hamilton Fyfe, then 
Headmaster, said to me, “ Every boy іп the 
school has to start here by making a poker— 
and I have discovered that the boy who can’t 
make a decent poker will never be able to 
make decent Greek verses." Hand and mind 
are partners. The good craftsman is a man 
awake—and wakefulness will be much 
needed in Toc H, as everywhere else, in the 
tremendous days ahead. 

Plenty of creative power has already been 


shown in our Movement, the creation of а | 
thousand little fellowships out of unequal | 


ñ 
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material, units built patiently and lovingly, 
designed to do creative work and doing it 
well; the building out of these parts, complete 
in themsclves, of a larger fellowship, un- 
limited in its horizons, working in an atmos- 
phere it has created, of Christian love and 
joy and peace. Often enough, as semi-skilled 
craftsmen must needs do, we have botched 
the work. But it does make a ‘ composition,’ 
a steady whole—and Toc H has done nothing 
better than to insist that all living, grave or 
gay, is one whole, hallowed, dedicated to the 
coming of God’s Kingdom here and now. 


THE ELDER 


Carter.--On August 22, LESLIE TALBOT 
CARTER, former Chairman and Pilot of Bat- 
tersea апа Clapham Branch. Elected 16.5.'27. 


Crarke.—wWilicd in action in July, ROBERT 
ALFRED CLARKE, Trooper, Royal Tank Regt., 
a founder member of Llanishen Group (Car- 
dite Elected TAr aT: 

Сомртох.- -in August, Colonel Lord Douc- 
Las Сомртох, C.B.E., aged 78, a member of 


the Cavendish Association, transferred to Toc 
Н, 921. 


Cunnincitam.—On September то, Canon 
Bertram Keir CUNNINGHAM, aged 73, а 
friend and adviser of Toc H from its foun- 
dation and beloved teacher of many Toc H 
Padres at Westcott House, Cambridge. 


Duxwonr.—On active service on August 
23. A. A. T. ( Son ) DUNMORE, Cpl., aged 23: 
a membcr and one-time Jobmaster of Bozeat 
Branch. Elected 1.2.32. 


Емметт.-Іп June, the Rev. F. S. EMMETT, 
Padre of Auckland Region and Branch, New 
Zealand. Elected 1928. 


Horxe.—Died of wounds on August 19, 
Jons Derek Horne, Capt., aged 25 (son of 
J. Gibson Horne), a member of the Services 
Branch. Elected 6.4.'40. 

Increm.—Suddenly, when on duty. as ап 
A.R.P. Warden on August 17, WILLIAM J. 
D. Гховем, Secretary of Goff's Oak Group, 
Elected 23.9.39. 


In the years of suspense, the dim 1930's, 
many of us who had known “the first, fine 
careless rapture ” of Toc Н felt that it was 
tending to succumb to its own machinery, 
to relapse into middle-aged convention, to 
fall asleep. But, with the whole nation, it 
has been stabbed awake by these stirring 
times. It is being revived by a transfusion of 
new blood. New Light, I believe, is shining 
upon our everlasting mission, new power is 
being given to our craftsmen’s hands. 
" Awake, thou that. sleepest, and Christ 
shall give thee light.” BARCLAY Baron. 


BRETHREN 


Jenkins.—On active, service in Egypt in 
July, Roy ТЕхкіх5, a member of } Newport 


(Моп.) Branch. Elected 16.9.'37. 


Jones.—In a mine accident in Wales on 
August 21, Lewis HUMPHREY Jones, а mem- 
ber of Millom Group (Cumberland). Elected 
30.10. 41. 


Lockwoop.—Killed in action in July, ALEC 
Lockwoop,  Driver-operator, Anti- Tank 
Regt., Secretary of Paddock Branch (Hud- 
dersfield). Elected 10.6.33. 


SraNpDiDcEe.—On January 21, WILLIAM 
Henry STANDIDGE, a member of Kent, Surrey 
and Sussex Area. Elected! 17.10.33. 


SraAPLETON.—On August 12, WILLIAM JOHN 
STAPLETON, aged 69, Chairman of Porthleven 
Branch. Elected 18.1.39. 


THousoN.—Died of wounds in August, 
Joun Fyre Тномѕох, Pte., a member of 
Hamilton Branch (Lanarkshire). Elected 
19.10.33. 

WnrirrakEn.—Killed in action on the In- 
dian front, Ernesr HAROLD WHITTAKER, 
Sergt., R.A.O.C., a member of Middles- 
brough Branch. Elected 15.11.'38. 


Missing 
Hanps.—In July, Jorn Намрв, Sergt., 
R.A.F., a member of . Wolverton Branch, 
formerly of Tunbridge Wells Branch. Elected 
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ТОС Н PUBLICATIONS 


All communications regarding publications should be зен! to Headquarters, Тос H, 
47, Francis Street, London, S.W.1. Postage is extra on all publications unless otherwise stated. 


BOOKS 


TALES OF TALBOT HOUSE. By Tubby. 
New edition. 15. 2d. : 


TOC H UNDER WEIGH. Bv Peter Monie. 
New edition. 15. 3d. 


TOWARDS NEW LANDFALLS. By Hubert 
Secretan. Boards, 15. 5 


A BIRTHDAY BOOK. Twenty-one years of 
Toc H. Illustrated. 176 pp. Reduced to Is. 


A TREASURY OF PRAYERS AND PRAISES 
FOR USE IN TOC H (Revised). 9d. each. 


POCKETFUL OF PRAYERS. Revised Ed. 1s. 
GARDENS OF FLANDERS. Talbot House 


and the War Cemeteries. Illustrated. 6d. 


THE BRIDGE BUILDERS. 15. post free. 
LINKMEN. Parts І and 11. 15. each post free. 


PAMPHLETS 
FOR YOUR INFORMATION. 4 pp. Free. 


ТОС H. WHAT IS IT? 2 pp. Free. Post free. 


TOC H DEFINED (Revised Edition, 1944). 1d. 
each; 9d. per dozen. 


ENTRE NOUS ET EN FAMILLE. Introduc- 
tion to Toc H in French. 4 pp. Free. 


CONCERNING TOC H. 2d. each; 15. ва. 
per dozen of any one No. 


Talbot House. 16 pp. 

The Re-Birth. 12 pp. 

The First Ten Years. 8 pp. 
The Main Resolution. 12 pp. 
Out of print. 

Fellowship. 12 pp. 
Thinking Fairly. 12 pp. 


A TOC H ADVENTURE IN THE CITY. 
4 pp. Free. - 


TOC H IN THE POST-WAR WORLD. By 
Herbert Leggate. 8 pp. Free. 


HANDBOOKS 
THE ROYAL CHARTER OF TOC Н. 84d. 


THE TOC H PADRE. By H. Е. 5. ва. 


A FAMILY AFFAIR. A Study in Pastoral 
Opportunity. By Shaun Herron. 6d. 


PILOTS. By А. С. C. за. 

“JOBS.” By С. A. L. за. 

THE SERVICES AND TOC H. 4 pp. Free. 
-TOC H IN THE ARMY. 2d. 


OVER THERE. A little guide for Pilgrims 
to the Old House. 6d. 


MUSIC 


THE ТОС H SONG BOOK. 135 songs, words 
and inusic. Is. 6d. each; 15s. per dozen. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


NOTEPAPER for Districts, Branches and 
Groups. 16. 4d. per 109 sheets; Postcards 
Is. per 100. 

NOTEPAPER for use in Services Clubs, 65. 64. 
рег ream; І.ЕТТЕКІСЗІІІ 13~. Od. рег 


ream, post tree 


ECONOMY LABELS (i ng envelopes). 


Printed in black with Lamp for general 
Toc H use; or in red wit wip and word- 
mg for War Services Fund. ts. 6d. per 100, 
post free. 


IDENTITY DISCS, round, white or coloured 
printed ' Toc H,’ with space (ог name; safety 
ріп attachment. 25 for 11d.; 100 for 3s. 6d. 


BADGES OF MEMBERSHIP 


BUTTONHOLE BADGES, in strictly limited 
supply, are now available. The style and 
quality is governed by war-time conditions. 
All orders not previously filled owing to lack 
of stock should be repeated if badges are 
still required. 9d. each, post free. 


THE JOURNAL 


THE TOC H JOURNAL. Monthly, 3d.; 
Annual Subscription 4s. 04. post free. Sup- 
plied to Secretaries for free distribution 
among their members serving іп Н.М. 
Forces and among Services Clubs, ete. 
15. Od. per dozen. 


CASH WITH ALLOWANCE FOR POST SAVES LABOUR. PLEASE CO-OPERATE. 


Geo, Marshall & Co. Ltd.. 2, Newhams Row, S.E.1. Printed in England 


